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"The bird it struggled to be free.
I turned it round and round, But not the smallest sign of wound
In all its body found,
u I'd missed my aim.   The bird had swooped
To earth from fright alone, And in its swoop had struck the beast
Who now lay dead as stone*
" I'd missed my aim.   A tale so strange
With doubt indeed you'll view, But though wellnigh impossible,
I swear that it is true."